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Fails you now first that shrank not when a man's
Might well at need have failed him ?

Queen.                                             Ay, and no;

It is the heart that fired me fails my heart,
'And as that bows beneath it so doth mine
Bend,'and will break so surely.

BothwdL                                Nay, not mine;

There is not weight yet on our adverse part,
Fear not, to bend it.

Queen.                   Yet it fails me now.

1 have leant too much my whole life's weight on it
With all my soul's strength, and beneath the fraught
I hear it split and sunder.   Let me rest;
I would fain sleep a space now.    Who goes there ?

Mary Beaton.    A suitor to behold your majesty

Qu&n.   I will not see him.    Who should make

suit to me ?

Who moves yet in this world so miserable
That I can comfort? or what hand so weak
It should be now my suppliant, or uplift
In prayer for help's sake to lay hold on mine?
What am I to give aid or alms, who have
Nor alms nor aid at hand of them to whom
I gave not some but all part of myself ?
I will not see him.

Mary Beaton.        It is a woman.

Queen.                                           Ay ?

But yet I think no queen ; and cannot be
.Hut therefore happier and more strong than L
Yet I will see what woman's face for grief